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Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine are children. 
—William Canton. 


November ‘94 
Dear children, 

Asa child, | have always waited for Diwali. 1 
would be really excited, for this was one of the 
occasions in the year that | got a new set of clothes. 

When I see the number of bright colourful clothes 
that my grandchildren possess, | am amazed. How 
can they use so many outfits? As a child, | had about 

four or five sets of clothes for daily wear. My mother kept aside two 
sets of silk clothes to be worn on occasions. 

But things have changed. There arb factories and shops which 
specialize in children’s wear. Fashionable creations and ads, make 
people buy more and more especially 
during festival time. 

I's okay, as long as we remember that 
there are lakhs and lakhs of poor children 
in this country who still go about with 
only a loin cloth or a pair of trousers. Try 
to help at least one of them. An old but 
intact dress given with love and under- 
standing will brighten up his or her face, 
and your Diwali will be all the more joyous. 


Mg. Editor. 
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Dear'chiléren, 

The price of Gokwlam has been maintained at 
As. forthe past six years, despite steep increase: 
in the prices of paper, ink and other printing 
materials. Many of you have’ no doubt wondered 
how we have been giving you 96 pages of reading 
material at such low cost. 

Well the time has come when we cannot bear 
the rising cost ourselves entirely, and have 10 ook to 
you for an increased contribution. . 

Fromthe December’94 issue onwards, Gokulam 
wil cost you Rs, 5 

We are sure that you and your parei 
Understand and continue to extend your whole 
hhearted support to Gokul. 

‘The subscription rates 00, change, as Rs, 60 for 
12 issues and Rs. 90 for 6 issues. 

But your magazine will romain the same — 
storie, features, serials, puzzles, etc, wil enter: 
tain you, issue after issue, as before 

Manager, 
Gokulam, 
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1A visted india tat summer. found that 
kids in India want to come fo the U. S. A 
because they think that there are no prob- 
lems here. But they're wrong. There are so 
many crimes and poitical problems. 
Goutham G. 
Dear Goutham, 
You have not given your age or adress. 
Please send them to us, Ed, 


Dear Editor, 

{As | was going through the pages of 
the September issue, | saw a big poem wri 
ten by Hema called ‘Movie Mockery’. But 
‘when Nandhini Augustissue) asked whether 
yu publish long poems, you said you don’, 
Gan you explain? 





R. Sharada, 
RS. Hr. See. School, Trichy. 

We do not accept long poems, asa rut, 
Sharada, But Hema's poem was 60 excep 
tionally funny that we decided olay the rules 
aside just that once! Ed. 


Dear Editor, 

‘Many’ books in our 
local library were rebound 
{As a result, hundreds of 
bbaoks look alike, with the 
same outer cover, ~ 

‘The edges of most re- 
bound books arb cut in 
such a way that the bot: 
tom ines on all pages are 
missing. And the centre of 
the books afe stiched to- 
gether so tightly that iis 


caw you. 
Sovve mY 
People? 





Just not possible to read the 
Words that are in the middle 
‘of the book. 

Hope such mistakes wil 
be avoided by the library in 
future, 

S.C. Shankar Rao 
(aparent, 
Bangalore 560 042, 


a 


Dear Editor, 

In your September issue, you have 
written about the Importance of the 
Reading Habit. | liked it, tor | love read- 
ing comics and other books. 

But | feel to0 bored to read my text 
books. | don't know what to do. You 
have not mentioned this proplem in your 
article, Can you tell me how to become 
interested in my text books? 

P.C. Sujatha, aged 16, 
Madras - 600 045, 


Can you help Sujatha, readers? Ed. 


Dear Editor, 
2 Ineveryissue, Appuin Appuand Kuk 


wears a dress. What about Kuku? 
R. Niranjana, aged 9, 

RLMLH.S. School, 

‘Madura. 








Kuku wears leathers, doesn't she? Ed. 
Dear Editor 

Can we send our problems to Gokulam 

so that other readers could help us solve 

them? 

Kirti $. Nair, aged 14, 

J.C.MM, School, Bombay. 

Why not Ed 








Snippets from our readers 


somber issue) Was 
Appu and 





. Krithika, aged 12, 
Holy Cross Anglo Indian GH.S.S., 


‘Tuticorin 
You can, Krihika Ed. 
an we send contributions on post 
‘Sachin Mudaliar, aged 15, 

Kolhapur - 416 002. 

Yes, you can. Ed. 
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T= isthe 
Jee most 
exciting 
Indian festival 
for many 
reasons - the 
crackers, the 
clothes, the 
sweets. 
Preparations 
begin many 
days before 
the actual 





Diwali day. 

But why do we celebrate 
it? 

Down south, Diwali cel- 
ebrates the killing of the 
dreaded Narakashura, by 
Krishna, But in the north, 
Diwali is Lord Rama's festival 


ord Rama is the beloved 
deity of lakhs of people in 
North India. 
particularly 
\ inthe Hindi- 
speaking 







FESTIVAL LIGHTS 


states of Uttar Pradesh, 
Madhya Pradesh, Bihor and 
Rajasthan. The life of Rama 
has been described by 
Tulsidos in Hindi in the 
Ramcharitmanos. It is read 
by millions of people daily. 

Dussehra and Diwali, the 
two major festivals, are cel- 
ebrated in relation to events 
in Lord Ramo's life. 






ie nights that come 
before Dussehra 
called Navarathri 
are spent in 
watching the 
Ramieela being 
enacted. (in 
many ports of 
India, Navarathri 
is meant for worship of Devi, 
the Mother Goddess.) The 
life of Lord Rama is 
dramatised for the first nine 
days. On Dussehra day 
(Vijaya Dasami day), the 
story ends with Rama killing 


Ravana. On this day, 
be effigies of the 
rakshasa are bumt all 
#4 over North India, Ravana 
thus burns down in a burst of 
flame and crackers. 


iwail is celebrated on a 

dark amavasya or new 
moon night. This is to mark 
the retum of Rama to 
‘Ayodhya after his years in 
exile, Lamps were lit all over 
the city, and he was 
crowned king in a moving 
ceremony. 

Diwali is also important as 
the day of the beginning of 
the North indian financial 
year, Merchants perform 
Lakshmi puja on Diwall, and 
begin their new annual ac- 
counts 














a 
I THINK THEY 


ARE CELEBRATING 
ouR RETURN! 





0 days before 5 
Diwali, is Dhan Teras. J* 
People buy gold 





jewellery and new ves- 
sels on this day. The 
next day Is celebrated 
as Narak Chandas, On 
this day, the last one to take 
‘a bath is declared the don- 
key of Lanka! New clothes 
‘are bought on this day. 
Diwali day dawns and new 
clothes are worn. Sweets 
are exchanged. In the 
evening, lamps are lit, and 
sparklers and crackers 
burst into life. 














over the bannisters, en 

joying the cool breeze. 
Suddenly, |heard her 

ly call out, 


ammal” | 
jords drowned 
crash and crunch of 


happened? What hap- 





I" amma whispered, “See 





ees CONTINUE THE STORY COMPETITION 


‘quickly away from the accident.” 
Yes, | saivhim. |could see just th 
top of his head, as the man qui 
wove his way in and out of the crowd, 
People walking on the pavement. in 
both directions had either stopped, 
‘turned, or slowed down. But 
could be seen in a separate blur of 
motion, walking quickly through the 
crowd, 
“Amma,” | gald, “He's got some 











isman 





thing in his hand, Can you see? 
flashing light.” 

‘Amma looked. 

“| can't ee anything,” she said. 


‘Theman stopped suddenly, and 
tured. He was locking at the scene 
oftheaccident, Then, Inovicedsome 
thing more about him. He had no let 
handl The sleeve hung empty, where 
his left arm should have been 
“Amma,” | gasped, “Look!” 
“What?” she asked, as she tumed 
She had been watching the white c 








‘that had rammed into the road di- 
vider in a freak accident, 

But, before she could really look, 
the man in the blue shirt tumed a 












comer, and was gone. 

The white Maruti 1000 had 

through the metal di- 

le been going pretty 
when it had happened, 

“How did that happen, amma?" | 





snow,” she replied 
caffic was moving quite 
eatinenber 815 















Here are the rules — 


month, 


smoothly, when this car, for no rea- 
son, suddenly turned and rammed 
right into the divider.” 

“Oh,” leaid, "And why did you want 
me to look at the man in the blue 
shirt?” 

“He's been here from the morn- 


ing.” she said 
“What?” | gasped 


“hat man had been standing 
at that. bus stop from the morning,” 
amma said, |found it very strange. | 


[Nikhil ; Sorry sie Lam unable tosubra my| 
homework 
Teacher 
Nik plane with he sheet, ad 
someone hijpcked it 

Shobhie Swarup, aged 12, Jaipur 


Why? 
Ta 


1 


The story, as you can see, isnotcomplete. You have to put 
yourself in Shruthi’s shoes, and continue the story. 


1. Continue the story, but do not complete it. 

2. Your entry should not be above 200 words. 

3. Write ‘Continue the story competition’ on the top, right 
corner of your postal envelope. : 

4. Your entries should reach us before the end of this J 


The best entry will receive a prize of Rs. 50/-. 








‘saw him, when | looked out in the 
morning, Hewas there after you and 
‘appa left for school and office. He 
was there in the afternoon. And even 
now, he was casually standing, lean- 
ing against the bus-stop pillar.” 

“Or 

“And suddenly, after the acci- 
dent, there he \s, moving away, lke a 
Job has been done.” 

“Mummy.” | asked slowly, ‘What 
are you trying to say?" 

SANDHYA SRIDHAR 





‘Somu : Will these stairs take| 
me to the second floor? 
Monu =: No. You'll havetowalk 
up yourself. 
K. Praveen Kumar, 
Bangalore - 560 026. 








AN OLD, OLD TALE 


nce upon atime, ina before him, and sang his praises 
re) forawaycountry, there loud and clear, Those who did 
lived a king called Net do so, were beheaded or 
Jayabalan. He wasfat, foolish hanged. 
‘and very vain, nce the king fell Il, and 
He wanted people not just was in bed for several 
to respect him asking, butto weeks. After he recovered, his 
worship him asGod, Sincehe hair began falling. And very 
wasquick-temperedandcruel, soonhe had R 
people were afraid of him. So 
they builtseveraltemples: 
for him. He him- - 
self took part in 
theopeningcere- 
monies, andsanc- 
tionedseverallakhs 
of rupees from the 
public fundsforthese 
functions 


is statues were 

erected in every 
street comerineverycity 
‘and town, Statues of all 
otherpeoplewereremov- 
ed. Most streets and inst- 
tutions were named after 
him. Theriverthatranthrough 
thecapitalwasnamedJaya- 
balaaru, and the sea 
that bordered the 
country was Jayabal- 
saagar The biggest 
waterfalinthe country 
wos Jayabalaruv 
Thoughmostpeople 
hated the vanity and 
‘arrogance ofthe king, 
they pretended to I} 
adore him. They pros- 
trated themselves couoerte 817 























on 
Teacher : Name an 
‘event that happen § 
edin 1861. I 


: Good. 
Name anevent that 
happenedin 1869, 
Nitu:: Mmm... er. 


f) 


Tagore celebrated 
his eighth birthday? 
M.J. Arun Kumar, 


nat has fifty legs but cannot 
wok? 

Half a centipede! 

P. Nishanth Reddy, aged 13, 

Seventh Day Adventist 

High School, 

Kolar - 563 101. 





Ln cookery clos — 
Teacher : Minul How can-we 4 
[Prevent food trom going bad? 
Miu :By eating I, miss H 
Dhara J. Oza, aged 12, | 

Infant Jesus School, 
Bombay. | 















only a thin patch of hair on his 


1 head, Hisdoctorsadvisedhim 


to have his head shaved so 

that fresh hair could grow. 
So, a barber was called, and 

the king had his head shaved. 


1 Nowhe looked even fatterthan 
| before, And even more slly. 


youngman, while talking 

to his friends, jovially 
referred to the king as ‘Jaya- 
baldy’, Oneoftheking’sspies 
overheard this, and reported 
itimmediately. The enraged 
king made a royal proclama- 
tion that all his subjects should 
shave their heads, 

Several citizens obediently 
hadtheirheadsshaved, Somme 
ranaway andhidinthe|ungles. 
‘A women’s delegation went 
‘and met the king to clarify 
whether women should shave 


their heads too. 
T here iso discrimination 
in my country," sald 
thekingloftily, "Womenenjoy 
an equal status here. So they 
should shave theirheads too.” 
There was weeping and wail 
ingeverywhere, But the barbers 
plied thelr trade briskly and 
eared a lot of money. One 
barber named Sigainasam*, 
amassed a fortune, built him- 
self o palatial house, and 
bought a lot of jewellery and 
clothes, Soonhebecame the 
tichest man in town. 


* This word iteroly means destroyer 
‘of hal, in Tamil, 


ne doy, Sigainasam went 

toseethe king. He pros 
trated himself before Jaya- 
balan andmade a proposal. 
He wished to set apart alarge 
sum of his money to start an 
agency that would 
search for and find 
all those who had 
escaped the ‘Shav- 


bring about a totally shaven- 
headed nation.’” said Sigai- 
nasam. 

“Bravol”’ said the king. He 
felt that Sigainasam was a 
man atter his own heart. He 
patted him on the back and 
sent him off on his mission. 


con, Sigainasam’sagents 
ranged forand wide, and 
brought in scores of people with 








unshaved heads. 

“Off with their hair!’ thun- 
deredSigainosam, and his as- 
sistants plied their razors nim- 
bly. 

Sigainosamkeptcountof the 

shavings, and periodl- 

Te, callyreportedito theking. 
The king who was over- 
joyed, kept 


showering titles and gifts on the 
enterprising barber. 


inally, when the shavings 
touched the one lakh mark, 
the grateful king summoned 
Sigainasam to the palace, and 
madehimhisminister-cum-chief. 
Fortunately this stofy hap- 
pened in another place. in 
‘nother age, not here. 


JANAKAN 


couioerte #19 





Arsita was walking to Anita read the slip of paper 
school as usual. ‘The road in the wor hands and ex 
empty, except for an old man, claimed, “It's down my street! 
slowly walking down, Come with me, and I'll show 

Just then, a young lady you. 
turned into the street, stopped The lady smiled and nodded. 
Anita and asked, “Could you tell they began to walk, acar 
me where this address is?” hed to a halt beside them 














The lady quickly 
pushed Anitaintothe 
car, and it sped off. 
“Tam being kid- 
napped,” thought 
Ani 





Wwo men with 
knivessat besideher. 
One ordered her to 
remove her gold ear- 
rings and the other 
searched her school 
bag for money. He 
found nothing. 
Anitasighed with 
relief. She had to pay 


house, Anita was dragged out 
and locked inside a room. 

Anita was trembling quite 
badly. How quickly, everything 
had happened. She had not had 
time to react! She calmed down, 
and looked around her. The room 
was bare except for an old table 
in a corner. A mesh window 
stood at a slightly higher level 
on one wall. 

Quickly, Anita removed her 
pocket-knife and opened it out. 
She began cutting at the wire 
mes! 

Hfattan hour passed. Anita 
had made a small opening she 
could squeeze through 





— STORIES FROM OUR READE 






Ka 
her school fees that day. But the 
money was hidden between the 
pages of her diary. 

By this time, the car had 
reached the outskirts of the city. 
It stopped outside a deserted 


She dragged the 
table under the wit 
dow, climbed onto it, 
andsqueezed through 
the opening she had 
made. 
Running as fast as she 
could, Anita reached the 
main road. A bus was roar- 
ing down from the opposite 
diregtion. 

nita ran to the cen- 
tre of the road and began 
waving her arms franti- 
cally. The bus screeched to 
a halt 

“What's wrongwith you?" the 
busdriveryelled, “Want todie or 
something?” 

Anita didn't answer. She 
boarded the bus, and then, be- 
gan crying in relief. 

People in the bus anxiously 
asked her what had happened. 
Anita described her kidnapping 
to them. 

They soothed her, and Anita 
finally calmed down. Soon, she 
was at home, and the kidnap- 
ping became sensational news. 

‘he next day, the school 
priticipal warned the school stu- 
dents not to talk to strangers. 
He asked Anita to describe her 
experience to her school mates. 

Anita did so, and ended, “I 
hope it will not happen to any of 
you.” 

Supriya Prakash, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 560 020. 


couuastenter #21 









Wadi 


TT thousand 
years ago, in a 
little village in 
Tamilnadu,ayoung 
girl was to be mar- 
ried off. But the girl 
herself, had no de- 
sire to be wed. She 
wanted to devote 
her life to the study 
of her mother- 
tongue, Tamil. 

She prayed fer- 
vently to Lord 
Ganesh, saying, “Let 
meassume the form 
of an old lady.” 

The God granted 





ND 


Wied You PLEA SE % 
COME TatVoRROW ? 


her wish, and Avvaiyar* wasborn, 

‘Thus began the legend of the timeless 

old woman who roamed the countryside 

and the courts, singing verses and songs. 

Even today, many of her verses are being 
taught in schools in Tamilnadu 


waiyarleft home, not wishing to remain 
A in one place. She visited the courts of 
the three Tamil monarchs- the Chera, Chola, 
and the Pandya kings. Avvaiyar was a 
highly respected poet, and the kings received 
her with affection and respect. 

This story is about one of the interesting 
incidents that dotted Avvaiyar’s life. 


Iwan was arich miser who lived in 

Karaikkal. He did no good to anyone, 
and his only aim in life was earning more 
and more money by hook or crook. 

‘Avvaiyar, who was visiting the town, 
heard of him, and decided to teach him a 
lesson. So she visited him at his house. 

Alwan, had of course, heard of the great 
Avvaiyar. So he greeted her with the utmost 
reverence, and welcomed her. 

“How honoured I am that you who is 
revered by kings has set foot in my house,” 
said Alwan with false humility. “I am so 
happy. Do sit down.” 


Am came to 
the point. 


“Alwan,” she said, “I 
heard that you are a 
generous man who gives 














‘Avan Tamil means granny or grand ld indy. Arisa respectul s 








away presents to 
poets and scholars. 
Here Lam, and Iam 
willing to accept 
anything you offer.” 

‘Alwan got a jolt. 
Give something 
away? Hehadnever 
givenanything away 
to anybody. What 
was he to do? 

“He, he,” he 
decided after a 
while, “Tl get rid of 
thisoldlady without 
givingher anything.” 

“O granny,” he 
said, “You are not 
an ordinary person. 


So how can I 
just give you 
anything? I'll 
present you an ~\ 
elephant. You 1 
can ride on it [> 
from place to | 
place. Come 
tomorrow, and 
Til have it 
ready.” 

“Very wel i] 
said Avvaiyar, |p=— 
with a little —> 
smile,“Tllcome > 
tomorrow.” | ——— 

ae Avent: (ee 
yar turned to | 
go, Alwancalled 
a servant and = 
said, “Look 
Kesava. want you togetan 
clephantimmediately.Bathe 
it, decorate it, and place the 
most comfortable howdah 
you can find on its back.” 

But Avvaiyar wasn’t 
fooled. She knew that Alwan 


was shrewd and cunning. Fon. 
2+ + 


















he next morning, a suitably 
confused-looking Alwan told Avvaiyar, 
“Granny! I did so badly wanted to give you an 
elephant. But after thinking deeply about it, 
Ithought, how foolish ofme togift an elephant 
toa frail old lady. How can you bathe it, feed 
it and manage it? So, instead, I've decided to 
present you with a fine horse, which you can 

maintain easily. Please come tomorrow.” 
‘Avvaiyar guessed his game and thought, 
couilinerte# 23 


“TN play it your way, Alwan. 
Let's see...” 


She returned the next morn- 


ing only to be told, “Dear old 


mother! How can you ride a 
horse? Supposing it gallops off, 


and you take hard fall? No, no! 
T'll give you a buffalo 
instead, Then, you can 
have fresh milk every 
day.” 

‘Awvaiyar nodded. 

“Shall I come 
tomorrow, then?” she 






smiled 
“Please do, 
granny.” 
“She'll surely 


give. up,” he thou- 
ght, “She must be 
quite tired of 
coming and going 

with no sign of a 
present from me." 





he next 
morning saw Awvatyar at 
his house once again. 

“Look granny,” Alwan said, 
“The buffalo is ready, But how 
will you look after it? You can’t 
drag it from place to place. You 
have to build it a shed, and feed 
itas well, Tell you what - I'll get 


































































































H:: ‘an account about a 
strange encounter that Avyai- 
yar had. 

After the incident with Alwan, 
Awaiyar walked on till she reached 
the next village. Tired and weak, she 
spotted a huge jamoon tree hung 

heavy with fruits, and sat down 
below it 

\ "Grandma," the voice 
seemed to come fromabove. 

‘Awaiyar looked up. A 

shepherd boy was perehed 
ona branch, 

“Are you hungry, 
grandma?” the boy asked, 
"Shall throw down some 
jamoon?" 

"Thankyou, my son,” 
answered the Tamil poet, 
“il have some.’ 
“Would you li 
fruit or cold fruit? 
boy asked, 
“How can there 
be hot fruit? Av- 
vaiyar_wondered, 








you a good saree... and you....” 

‘Avvaiyar lost her patience 
this time. 

“Alwan!” she cried, “You are 
not only a miser, but a cheat too, 
You've accumulated wealth by 
squeezing the poor. Do you think 
youwill be able to enjoy the loot? 
Never, Alwan, never! You will 
suffer from sucha stomach ache, 
that you'll be unable to eat any- 
thing at all! Let’s see what you 
can do with your wealth then!" 

She stormed out of his house. 





















“All fruits are cold, 
aren't they?” 

“Throwme some 
cold fruit,” Avvaiyar 
told the boy. 


the shepherdboy 
forcefully shook 
the branch, and ripe 


jamoon fruits 
scattered all over the 
ground. 





‘Awaiyar picked 





up a jamoon. It was 
covered with sand, 

“Phoo... phoo.. pho...” she 
turned the fruit in her hand, as she 
tried to blow off the sand. 

The boy on the tree clapped his 
hands and broke into laughter, 

“What grandma?” he teased, “Is 
the fruit so hot that you are trying to 
ool it by blowing on it?” 

‘Awaiyar felt outwitted, 
was this clever boy? 

“What grandma,” the boy asked, 
""Can'c you see who | am?" 


Iwan was quitehappy tobe 
rid of Avvaiyar. But his 
happiness lasted only for a few 
moments. For, his stomach 
began to trouble him, and soon, 
it grew into an unbear- 
able pain, 

Alwan writhed in 
agony. There wasnoth- 
‘ing he could do to stop the pain. 

_ Heranoutofhis house in search 


Who 





of the poet, and spotted her at 


the cross-roads outside town. 
“O grandmother!” he cried, 
“Pardon my insolence. I'll not 


tae eee 


SS 





rd there stood Lord Muruga, 
holding his vel" in his hand, 

"O my lord,” the poet bowed 
her head, "Were you trying to tease 
met" 

“No Awaiyar,” the lord replied, 
“| wanted to play with words with 
you, Now let me hear you sing about 
me.” 

Then Awaiyar sang some songs 
that are sung to Lord Muruga even 
today, TP. 





harass the poor anymore, Ishall 
do anything you say - only make 





this pain go away!” 

‘Avvaiyar was a kind soul. 
She touched his stomach and 
prayed tothe Lord. The 
next moment, the 
miser’s pain was gone. 
Alwan had become a 
new man, He shared his riches 
with those who had less, and 
helped the poor. 





T. PAKSHIRAJAN, 
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Shteeya Pandit Gokulam. 


from Thane - They referred to 
400 601, isa many books on 
green belt in ka- the different 

rate. Her younger martial arts and 
brother is thirteen put togethera . 


years old and is a short summary 


black belt, on each, 
second grade! Here it is! 
So it is not 


surprising that their AIKIDO 


interest in the martial This art is practised in 


art made them write China, Japan and Hong 
an article on it to Kong. It began in 1885. 












AROUND THE WORLD 





This art is similar 
to Aikido and Jiu 
Jitsu. It is practis- 
ed inJapan, Chinaand 
America. 


KYADO 


It is believed to have 
been founded by Arjun, of 
the Pandavas, It is practis- 
ed mainly in India and in 


China and Japan. Kwai Caine in the 17th 
centuryinJapanand China. 

KOBUJUTSU 

eT TEES Ty KARATE 






It was founded by 





Karate wasfoundedby 
Funakoshi Gichin and 
Kyonashi Jichin. This art 

is very popular all over 

the world, mainly in 

China, Japan and 

India. 


JIU JITSU 


Born in the 18th 
century thisartispopular 


in China, Japan, India 
and America. 
KENDO 
Thismartialart wasfound- 
edinthe 12th century. The 
artist fights with a sword, 


wearing a black gown ora 
oamaoenter 827 





with a dark- 
coloured 
head-dress. it 
is practised 

insome parts 
of China,Japanandindia, 


KENJUTSU 


Betweenthe 1 thand 12th 
centuries, this art wasborn. 
The artist fights with a sword 
as well as along stick made 
of very strong wood. The 
fighterwearstightsandalight 
ted coat. He wears a mask 
‘on his face. 


NINJA 
Who hasn't 
heard of the 
NinjaTurties? Well, 
Ninjaisavery quick 
martial art and is 
known from the 11th 
century. The Ninja 
werebelievedtobea 


2B commaurnente & 





kind of vampires wno 
could be seen, or 
could become invisi- 
ble,accordingtothelr 
wish. They wearblack 
masks and long black 
coats made from 
‘animal skin, 


KUNG-FU 


This art was founded 
inthe 10thand 1 Ithcenturies. 
Bruce Lee Is the most well- 
knownexponent of thisart. 

It has an interesting story 
too. MasterPo agreat Kung- 
fu artist, was blind. And 
through thisart, heovercame 
his blindness. 

The weapons of Kung-fu 
are Kwan-do butter knives, 
three section staffs, still 
whips, tiger forks and the 
hooked sword. . 






‘ow! It Works! 
ICreated by 
Amrita Bharathi and 

published by Prism 
Books, Bangalore, is a 


Science book brought out 
under the Drummer banner, 
Ho, hum, do I hear you say? 
Well, science can be fun too, as 
this book proves. 

It gives you simple instruc- 
tions for experiments that can 
be conducted at home, or in 
class, The materials you need 
for these, are a part of our 
everyday lives — like a ruler 
and a newspaper, a hard- 
boiled egg and a bottle, two 
apples, .... and best of all 
yourself! 

‘The book costs Rs. 45/- and 
is available at all bookshops in 
your city. Or you may write to 
Prism Books Pvt. Ltd., 53/2, 
Bull Temple Road, 
Basavanagudi, Bangalore - 19. 








STORIES FROM OUR READERS EE 


“Mey. It’s my birthday 
tomorrow!" Ashahad 
said it a hundred times that 
morning. 

“Yes, Asha,” replied her 
mother, “It’s your birthday 
tomorrow.” 

‘Asha would begin her 
thirteenth year the next day, 
and she was very excited 
about it. Her mother had got a 
beautiful set of mystery books 
for her, She was an enthusias- 
tic reader and would sit for 
hours with a Sherlock Holmes 
mystery. 

Asha looked at the clock, 







and very nearly swallowed the 
piece of egg she was chewing. 

“Mummy, it’s 7.30!” she 
exclaimed, and hurried off to 
school. 


The next day was a Sun- 
day. She had invited five of 
her friends that evening for a 
small party. 

Itwas afternoon. The firs 
exciting hours of her birthday 
had worn off. Asha was alone 
at home. Her parents had 
driven just around the corner 
to pick up her birthday cake, 
and buy a few vegetables. 

The door-bell rang. Asha 
opened the door wondering, 
“Who could it be? t's only 
three and my friends will 
arrive only at four.” 


A man stood there. 


THE THIEF. 


GIFT 

















four father sent me to 
repair the kitchen pipe,” he 
said 

Asha let him in. Once 
inside, the man suddenly 
closed the door with a swift 
movement. He whipped out a 
knife and growled, “Give me 
the keys to your cupboards! 
Asha did not know what to do. 

“VAL get them,” she said, 
and ran into the kitchen 


She was won: 
dering how she 





could get out of this 
dangerous situa 


tion, She was 





f a 
trembling all over. Her eyes 
fell on the shelf that contained 
the bottles of spices, and an 
idea struck her. She grabbed 
the bottle of chilli powder, and 
ran out, unscrewing it at the 
same time. 

The thief was standing 
there, knife in hand, She 
tossed the chilli powder into 
his face. “Oooo!” he 
screamed, clawing at his eyes. 
Asha opened the door and ran 
‘out, screaming for help. 













31 





——— RECIPE 


SHRIKHAND 





You need : 


Vs litre curds 

750 gms powdered sugar 
3-4 cardamoms, crushed 
A pinch of saffron 


How to make it: 


Pat the curds in a clean 
cloth and tie tightly withastring, 
Keep aside for half an hour. 

Scoop out the curds from the 
cloth with a spoon, into a clean 
bowl. Add powdered sugar, ear- 
damom powder and saffron. Mix 
well and chill for a few hours. 

Makes a delicious dessert for 
six people, 


M.P. Shubha, aged 10, 
St. Antony’s A.S., 
Hyderabad. 





ert 


The thief heard her cries 
and blindly ran out. But her 
neighbours caught him beiore 
he could escape. He was 
handed over to the police. 


By now, her parents had 
returned, They hugged Asha 
in relief 

It was four o'clock. The 
door-bell rang, Asha ran to the 
door, wearing her new salwar. 

“Happy birthday, Asha!” 
her friends chorused. 

Smiling happily, Asha 
invited them in, She told them 
her adventure of the afternoon, 
They had a lovely party, and 
enjoyed themselves very 
much, 





The next day, a police 
inspector came to their house. 

“The superintendant in- 
sisted that we present you a 
birthday gift,”” he said, giving 
her a brightly wrapped parcel. 

Asha eagerly opened it 
Can you guess what it was? A 
collection of Sherlock Holmes’ 
mysteries! 

Asha really enjoyed the 
thief’s gift! 


Lakshmi N., aged 15, 
Avila Convent, 
Coimbatore. 
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NINE YEARS 
‘OF LIFE 


Noa years of life, 


Ain interesting life. 

I can't believe itt 

It went like five minutes! 

But | have created havocs. 

Then came my brother. 

A trouble that started four 
years agoll 

Porents became stricter 

Somewhat like Hitler. 

‘Oh my gosh! Only 91 years, 

For a centurylft 


Amit R., aged 9, 
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U. Anus Prabhu, aged 12, 
K.V, Bowen Pally School, 


Secunderabad, 






Bangalore - 560 054. 





N. Rashmi, aged 12, 


8, Swarnima, aged 10, = 
Udumalnet- 642 128. 





Bipin Bhatt, aged 14, 
Vijayanta H.S.S., 
Madras. 








wo years ago, I was 
studying in the seventh’ 

standard. I was in boarding 
school then. I shared a room 
with another new-comer, a girl. 
I adjusted to hostel life quite 
well, 

But Thad one problem. Iwas 
so used to getting upat 7.00 a.m. 
at home, that I found it difficult 
to wake up at 5.45 a.m. in the 
hostel. ‘The result was, I felt 
very sleepy in class. 


t was a Sunday. There 

were timings for study and 
play, which were written out on 
the blackboard by our warden. 
From 10-11a.m.itwasplay time. 
‘And from 11-12.30 p.m., we had 
to study. 
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Soon, it was ten o'clock, and 
all the hostelites rushed out of 
the rooms. Except my room- 
mate and I... we had decided to 
take ashortnapduring playtime. 

Now, sleeping or locking our 
rooms was not allowed during 
this time. But we broke both 
rules. 

The bell rang at eleven 
o'clock, for study time. But both 
of us were so fast asleep that we 
did not hear it. 

I was in charge of prayer 
before studies, and it was my 
duty to call everyone to order. 
Since I wasn't there, there was 
laughter and’ chatter in the 
prayer hall, 

‘The warden came upon this 
commotion and furiously 
brought them to order. 

“Where is Merlita?” she 
asked. 


hen all this was happen 
ing, Iwasin dreamland. I 
saw myself surrounded by tiny 


HOSTEL TIMES 


human-beings as big as my 
thumb. They seemedtobeafraid 
of me, and were throwing all 
sortsofthingsatme. Frightened 
by this dream, Isuddenly awoke 
and sat up. 
Canyouimagine what I saw? 
My room-mate and I were sur- 
rounded by a pool of mugs, 
brushes, combs, pencils, 
sharpeners, boxes, socks..... 


‘ad my dream come true? I 
heard shoutsand yells from 
above. I looked up, and was 
startled to see all the hostelites, 
peering through the sky-light. 
quickly got up and unbolted the 
door, only to receive sharp slaps 
from the warden’s cane. 
I have not slept late since 
then, and Ihavenever felt sleepy 
in class. 


Merlita A. Pinto, aged 14, 
St. Ann’s H.S., Mangalore. 
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gave you 
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Kumar, 





- asked sarcastically,"Where do 
_ you think we'll get the money to 
buy guitars?” 

“ve got enough money in my 
savings account for two guitars,” 
Rashmi said, gleefully. 

“Great!” Jyothi exclaimed, 
“Then what's stopping us? | 
know how to play the guitar!” 











6 6 pain so bored!” Jyothi 

q grumbled,”There’s 

nothing to do in the 

house, and I’ve been asking 
mummy for something to do 

It was summer. Rashmi and 
Jyothi were so bored that they al- 
most ‘went mad with boredom. 
This year, both their fami- 
lies had no plans to go on 
vacation. So they stayed 
bored at home, and were 
they bored! 

“You can go on picnics,” 
Rashmi’s mother had tried 
consoling the two. 

Rashmi thought it was a 
good idea, but in the heat, 
they never got around to o- 
ganising one. 

“All we do,” said Jyothi in 
disgust “Is eat sandwiches that are 
as dry as dust, and listen to 







“Arid VII sing!" Rashmi ex- 






Michael Jackson and Mariah 


Carey for the hundredth time.. 


4 ey! Hey! Hold it!” 
Rashmi cried, “You've 
given mean idea! Let’s buy two 
guitars and play at birthday par- 


ties and such occasions. 


“Hold it?” lyothi FP may 


AO comanoventer# 





claimed, her voice high-pitched 
with excitement. 

Both girls told their parents 
their idea. Amused by their en- 
thusiasm, their parents agreed, 
but only on one condition — the 
girls had to learn to play the g 
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he two. friends trudged 

along the crowded streets of 
the market place looking for a 
guitarshop. They found one and 
entered . Putting on her most dig- 
nified tone of voice, Rashmi 
said, "Will you show us a few gui- 
tars please?” 

‘The shopkeeper showed them 
some guitars. Rashmi and Jyothi 
selected two, and paid for them. 

“They will be delivered to your 
house,” the shopkeeper told 








them, “Give 
me your ad- 
dress." 

They gave him Jyothi’s 

















address. 


he guitars were delivered 
the next day. Both girls 
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were teally excited, They re- 
treated to the garden shed in 
Jyothi’s backyard to try out the 
Buitars, 

“Il teach you how to play,” 
Jyothi said, “First VII teach you 
how to hold it...” 

Rashmi was very excited by 
her first lesson. She twanged the 
guitar strings with her fingers. 

“Hey!” she exclaimed, “Does 
this not sound like heavy metal?” 

“Careful!” Jyothi almost yelled, 
“That's not the way you do it!” 

Rashmi was hardly listening, 
She was busy admiring the fwangs 
and clink clunks that her guitar 
emitted. 








“1 am a rock star,” she sang, 
“Yeah!” 

She was standing and dancing 
about as rock stars do, when they 
are on stage. 


HWACK! 
The guitar hit the wall, and 
broki 

“You oat!” Jyothi cried,"You've 
broken the guitar!” 

Indeed, the guitar was neatly 
broken into two. It fell to the 
ground as Rashmi loosened her 
grip in shocked surprise. As the 
instrument rattled to the floor, all 








the wood pieces came 
loose. 

“Oh, no!” Jyothi closed 
her eyes in despair, “What 
will we tell our parents?” 

Rashmi was almost in 
tears, 

“What do we do?”’she 
asked, a small sniff escap- 
ing her, “It was so expen- 
sive and now I've gone and 
broken it...” 

But Jyothi was not listen 
ing, She was busy pulling, 
out a rolled-up paper which pro- 
truded from among the broken 
guitar pieces. 

"Look at this,” she said, “Won- 
der how it got into the guitar. 

"What is it?” Rashmi asked, still 
giving a stray sniff or two. 

“Looks like a roll of 
canvas..."Iyothi replied.”Hey! 
This looks familiar...I’s a paint- 
ing I saw last week at the Cultural 


Art Gallery. What is it doing in- 
side this guitar?” 


2 ashmi was too astonished 
to reply. 

“It must be stolen...” Jyothi 
said. 

“Stolen?"Rashmi gasped out, 
“How do you know?” 

“Just a guess, stupid!”}yothi 
replied, irritated, “Yesterday's 
newspaper had a report of 
some theft at the Art Gallery.” 








“What do we do now?” 
Rashmi asked, “Tell the police?” 

“Of course,” Jyothi replied, 
“We have to tell our parents to 
inform the police.” 

“Let's go...”Rashmi began 
to say, when Jyothi inter- 
rupted her, “No, let's not! 
We'll solve this mystery our- 
selves.” 

“Don't be silly,” Rashmi re- 
torted, “We can't...” 

“We can,"|yothi replied firmly, 
“And we'll do it!” 

‘Anuradha Narayanan, 
aged 10, 
Bombay 400 026. 








DO THE GIRLS MANAGE 
TO SOLVE THE MYSTERY 
WITHOUT GETTING INTO. 
TROUBLE? Watch out for the 
concluding episode 

















Hi there, buddies! Remember 
me? I am Anusha! | introduced myself to you 
in the October issue. What is it now,do you 
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THE SUBBU STORIES 


———_—_—_——— 
ask? Well, it is one of Subbu’s with ourneighbours. Butithadno 
pranks, er...I mean brain waves! effect. The noise continued till 
Ieallbeganwhenourneighbours 8.30 p.m., when it was our 

brought home a new two-in-one. neighbours’ bedtime. 

Before I go further,1 must tell you 

something about these neighbours his radio-regime 

of mine. They are followers of the continued for about 

adage, Early to bed and early to a month. But how 
rise..! 4,00 am. and theyre up, long were we to 
switching on all the lights in their tolerate it? 
house,flooding our bedroom with / One night, longafter the neigh- 
electric sunlight! Vinu and | groan bours had gone to bed,Vinu and | 
in despair, as one of us would were in the study poring over our 
totter to the window to draw the history books. Subbu came in with 
curtains, ‘two brimming glasses of milk. 
““Akka!” he said," Those people 
ome 7 am. and our next door...” 
neighbours, their “Enough of them!" | rudely 
chores finished, interrupted, “Don't talk of them 
would turn theradio again and agai 
‘onAndwhenImean But dear old Subbu never 
on,| mean ON! The volume was seemed to mind my outbursts of 

‘enough to even drive away the temper. He gave me one of those 

stone-deaf! Poor Vinu and |. We mischievous smiles and said, “I 

could hardly concentrate on our knowsomething that'll stop them: 

home-work! “Really?” exclaimed Vinu who 
By 8,30, we'd rush out of the had been silent till then. 

house, glad to be on our way to “Bah! I exclaimed,""He's going 

school. Mum, granny and Subbu to suggest some old villagish 

had still more radio to listen to! _ trick.” 
le was the same story at night. 

Our neighbours’ noisy children ubbu made no reply 

sang along with the radio in a to this. Instead, he 

chorus. Dad nearly went mad. told us his idea. 

then. The noise was hell for him “But,” Vinu sai 

after a tiring day in the office. “Mom and granny 
‘We tried talking, then pleading won't put up with this nonsense.” 
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“Well, | replied curtly:“You can 
stay out of it if you want to.” 

We decided to carry out the 
plan the next evening. 


corning dawned, as 
usual, ata dark 4.30 
am. We giggled in 
bed, as we thought 
about the evening. 
7.30pm. Dad hadn't come 
home as yet. Granny was reclining 
in the bedroom, and mom was in 
the kitchen. The neighbours’ noise 
level was at its usual peak. 
Soon, it was time for action. We 
opened our back door which faces 
thelr front door. We set-up our 
tape-deck with its two speakers,at 
this doorway. The ‘warfront’ was 
now ready. The battle began! 
Turning the volume to the 
highest pitch, | inserted a bhajan 
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cassetteand pressed'PLAY". Subbu 
was peeping into their house, 
perched on a shadowy corner of 
the wall.andtreatingustoarunning 
commentary, which we hardly 
heard. 

“Annamalai, Annamalai...” That 
was our neighbour's radio playing 
2 popular film song. 

“Aum Asadhoma Krishn 
droned our bhajan cassette. 








‘twas a real battle. Subbu 
rolled off the wall rather 
alarmingly. We ran 
forward only to find him 
rolling with laughter on 
the ground. 

“PUT OFF THAT THING! 
Mom shouted from the kitchen. 
Vinu’s face took on a worried and 
helpless look. Seeing her, | too 
burst out laughing. Soon, | was 
rolling on the ground too! 

Finally, our poor neighbours 
yielded. Now, it was only our 
cassette player at its peak. Mom, 
who could bear itno more,rushed 
out of the kicthen and switched it 
off 

SILENCE. And it has remained 
so till this day. Our neighbours 
have not dared to play their radio 
aloud again! 

K. Narmada, aged 16, 
G.R.G. Matric, H.S. 
Coimbatore. 








,CENTRE-SPREAD 


n exhibition of kites and tops from Jopan was held in Madras at 
the Lalit Kala Akademi in September. What a variety there was! 
In colours and design, these Japanese ‘toys’ were really exciting. 


Hz nice it would be to let a joyed by the aristocrats and the 
Sumo Wrestler or a crane fly wealthy. That was because paper 
high into the air. Or to watch a oix 
cornered top zip and spin on the 
floor! 

When did it begin? 

The first kite flew into the air, 
about: 2,000 years ago, in China. 
‘And tops were seen in China and 
Korea, about 1,200 years ago. 

Both these toys were first en- 
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| Hore. you sce some of the 
kites and tope that Japan iowell-) 
known for. 


was expensive 
Go, fiy a kite! 


Howdoyou flya kite? Unwind a 
few metres of string and run into 
‘the wind, with the kite fluttering 
behind you. The wind will help the 
kiterise. Now stand with your back 
to the wind and begin unwinding 
more string as the kite rises. 

Pull in the string if the kite 
begins to drop. 


Cute Kites! 


Kites can come in different 
shapes and designs, as you see in 
the pictures onthe previous pages. 
There is also the box kite (very 
common in our country). Kitescan 
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have tails too! 


Holy Kites! 


Kites are flown in Japan 
mostly on festive occasions, since 
itis eaid to be an auspicious omen 
if one’s kite flies very high. Kites 
were also flown in order toward off 
evil. They were often decorated 
with demons faces in order to pray 
for the safety of the family, and to 
ensure its protection from sick- 
ness and disaster. There are aloo 
games in which one’s kite tries to 
win by cutting the strings of other 
kites. 

In China, the ninth day of the 
ninth monthis celebrated as Climb- 
ing the Heights, a kite festival. 











MY KINGDOM 





The names of twelve 
ancient Indian kingdoms or 
dynasties are hidden in this 
grid. Can you spot them? 


V. Vijay, aged 11, 
Shrine Vailankanni 
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= STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS ——eeeee 


rothér Undit come home from 
‘sschool_one day and’ said; “1 
haveanewmouse inmycloss. 
I think he: is very rich 
“Ohl” replied Sister Undir, “I have 
two new mice in my class. One Is 
obviously veryrich andthe otherseems 
rather poor 
“Whatisall this talk?" asked Moma 
Undir 
“Wall, the new mouse in my class 
{s called ojo. He brings lots oF new 
pencils, erasers and shorpeners to 
class and a new school bag every 
other day!” said Brother obviously im- 
pressed. “And not only thot. every- 
‘one wonts to play with him! He's so 


lucy 

have two new girls in my cos. 
The rich one is Rani and she too has o 
lot of fancy things to show others!” 











soid Sister. 

~Whot about the poor one? How 
do you know she is poor?” asked 
Brother. 

| don't know for sure!” replied 
Sister. “I con't osk Bhiki such a rude 
question!” 

Then hows do you know?” Brother 
cosked. 

‘Well, Bhiki brings a very old bog 
cond her ribbons look tattered ond her 
clothes cre not ironed! | don't knowl 
She looks different!” said Sister. 


ino wos wotching both ofthem. 
[She did not soy anything. 
The little ones are beginning 
become oware of income difference 
‘she thought to herself. 
That night she told Popa Undir 
‘bout what she had overheard Sister 
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‘ond Brother soy. 

“Perhaps we should tolk to them 
about these matters,” Popa sug- 
gested, 

“| don't think 0 lecture is 0 very 
00d ideo,” soid Momo, “Though | 
don't wont them to judge kids on the 
‘basis of how much money their por 
ents hovel” 

“Let's just wait ond watch for 0 
bit,” said Popa Und 


e next day ot school, Roja offered 
Brother Undir 0 new pencil ond 


‘On, cbsolitelyl” replied Rojo. 
“And there is no stodk at home, I get 
real mad at my fothert” 

“Butwhot about covities?” Brother 
‘shed in wonder, 
~ “Those ore my dentist's problem! 
Ive already hod filling! Wont to 
'se@?”" asked Rojo opening his mouth 
wide for Brother to see the filling. 


rother Undir looked most im 

pressed 

"But didn't you cry when you hod 
to sit on the dentist's chair and they 








“Here, these are for youl” he said. . 


‘Why?" asked Brother suprised. 
bout accepted the pencil ond eraser 
ith a smile. They were too tempting 
to refusel The other mice in Brother 
Undir's class felt quite envious of him! 

aja ond Brother played together 
thot day. They also had their lunch 
together. Rioja had brought some 
chocolotes and lollipops to eat after 
lunch. Brother wos delighted to shore 
them. 

“Do you eat sweets every doy?” 
he asked Rojo. 





‘Brought the drill near your mouth?” 
‘osked Brother. who alwoys burst into 
tears even for a routine checkup, 

Sure | fuss! And then | get a treat 
because my fother feels sorry for me!” 
explained Rojo. “Anyway, just pass 
me your science homework to copy 
from, will you? | hate doing it myself!” 

“Whol! But it's not allowed!” re- 
plied Brother. 

“Who said so?" demanded Raja, 
“Teacher didh'tsoy anything obout it!” 

“Well... Im not surel” hesitated 
Brother. 

“I thought you were my. friend” 


$$. $$ —_—_—_——_—_ 
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replied Rao in an imtoted voKce. 


Be, Undir remembered the new 
pencil ond eraser he hod token 
from Rojo. He felt the pressure of 
Abligation ond gave Roja his science 
homework. Brother was not sure he: 
IIked Roja all that much alter that, but 
wos still fascinoted by all the fancy 
things he hod. 

Roja invited Brother home thot 
weekend. "You must come to my 
house this Sunday. | hove lots oF toys 
‘and comics and video gomes! We'll 
have funl” hesoidto Brother. Brother 


Mother : Good Ait! 





newer. She wore a litle gold pin on 
her shirt ond a ring on her finger. And 
what lot of fancy stationary she hod! 
Nowonderthe others were fascinated! 
Everyohe in class wonted to crowd 
‘round her and follow her about! 

Youre.so luda” sod utkimouse. 

‘Wou'd you like to come to my 
home. Rani?" invited Toffee mouse, 

‘Whotdo your parents do? "asked 
Squeely. Rani didn't seem to hove, 
‘ony problems ot oll, making new 
frends, 

But." observed Sister Undir, "Poor 
Bhiki has been left olone by the entire 
loss. Infocttheyseem, 
tobe boycottingher, or 
rother, giricotting her!" 


You remembered 10 
~ ‘bring back your umbrella They did not wont 
today! to hove anything to do 
Absentiinded with poor Bhiki, There 
‘Adit : Yes,mum! But — were, whispers behind 
| ) | feammysteateg | her back! Scanper 
Saroja mouse made rude re- 
} ee BEML. School mors about the woy 


Felt hind of proud to be chosen by nich 
Roja, when no one else hod been 
invited from the class. 

“Thanks! I'l defintely ask my por: 
cents!" replied Brother Und. "Besides 
we could study for our Maths test 
together 


ister, on her port had her oun 

jexperience, in school, Rani and 
Bhiki, the two new mice in her clos 
were: so different! Everyone wos cur 
‘ous and interested in Roni mouse: 
‘She had so many pretty things. Even 
though everyone wore their schoo! 
uniforms, Rani's somehow seemed 


she spoke —her accent 
wos not like the others’ 


ister did not like what her clos 

motes were doing. Soshe walked 
‘over to Bhiki mouse during lunch break 
‘and said. “Why don't you join my 
<f0up for lunch? 

Thanks! | wil," occepted Bhiki 
readily. “You're theonly one who hos 
cosked me. 

Roni also joined them, Everyone 
seemed eager to see whot rich Roni 
hod brought for lunch. No one: paid 
any citention to poor Bhiki's bottered 
looking lunch box. Sisterdecidedtosit 
next to Bhiki since everyone else 

















Ta Brother wentto Rojo's 
house to play and study for the 
(Maths test. He took along his books 
05 well. It was a really large house: 
uth massive iron gotes opened by o 
ste wotchman with @ large mous: 
toche, Roja was ot the front door 
waiting for Brother and he said, "So 
you've finally come to play! | wos 
olting, I've got a brand new video 
gome that my father bought in 
Singopore last week,” 

Let's quichly finish studying for 
the Moths test and then we'll be oble 
to ploy for the rest of the time,” sug) 
gested Brother. 

"Heck, nol Imm not going to waste, 
‘my time studying} Find you had better 
‘ot either! Come, on, hurry! Let's 90 UP. 
tomy room!” So saying Roja dragged 
Brother upstairs. They ployed all morn: 
Ing and all afternoon ofter lunch! They 
clean forgot about their Maths test! 

The same weekend Sister Undit 
had invited rani ond Bhiki overto their 
bbonyan tree house, What fun they 
hhodl Bhikitoughtthemsome newsongs 
thot Rani and Sister did not know. 






(9X 207330 
19%19 = 36l 


te Ren es: 










Then they played hide-ond-sezk 
‘Mama Undir hod made.o yummy lunch 
of noodles, mixed vegetables, fried 
rice-and chicken. Therewos olsostrow- 
berry ice-cream afterwards. 

After lunch, Bhiki outomotically 
helped inthe clearing up without even 
bbeing told. She olso offeredto do the: 
dishes! Mamo and Popa Undir were 
most impressed, 

‘I dothis everyday in Ron's house. 
Thot's the only woy | can help my 
mother,” explained Bhiki mouse, Sis 
ter Undir stored, 

Hou does Bhiki do so much work 
‘ond also find time to study?” she: 
‘asked Rani 

‘She's oSuper Mouse, thot’ shout 
soid Rani 

{1m ashamed of myself Some- 
times | don't even Keep my oun things 
tidy!" remarked Sister 

‘Ths Is 0 good lesson for you! 
said Papa Undir who wos wetehing oll 
that was going on. 


ter lunch, Sister and Roni helped 

Bhiki with her English homework, 
Though Bhiki wos not thot good ot 
English and sometimes pronounced 





words differently, she wos really su 
per ot Maths! Bhiki couldsoyhertobles 
bodavardsfromthetwenty-timestable 
to the two-times as fast os anyone 
else could saytheminthe normal woy. 
Trwos really funny wotching her soy: 

19X20=380 

19X19=361 

19K18=342, and soon 

Sister wos truly impressed! With 
Bhile’s help they Finished their Maths 
homeiork in no time ot all 

“Don't you fee! bad when others 
say rude things about you?” asked 
Sister Undir 

“Sure | dol Especially when the 
others say | om dirty or shabby! Find 
when they laugh at my English. Ft frst 
(used to cry ot night. But then my 
mother told me to ignore oll nasty 
remarks and thot there: wos nothing to 
bbe ashomed of for me: if my mother 
{wos poor,” sald Bhiki mouse. 


YAP hich do you think is more 

important — being clean 

‘ond wearing clean clothes, or wearing 

Foncy st which moynotbetoo dean” 
‘skied Mama Und. 

Everyone loughed! The onswer 


‘guess you should be ashamed 
‘only when you purposely do some- 
thing bod!” said Sister Undir wisely 
‘Yes, like when my Brother Rojo 
tells 0 lie to get out of trouble!” soid 
Roni. After thot doy Rani, Bhiki ond 
Sister become really good Friends. 






ter ouhile, Brother Undirreturned 
home. It was six in the evening 
‘How wos your doy?” asked 
Momo. 

‘Oh, all we did was ploy! And | 
hod to only ploy gomes thot Rojo 
wins! We didn'tstudy otalll Rojohotes 
tostudyl don'tknowuhot 'mgoingto 
do for my maths test tomorrous!” re- 
plied Brother, looking worried. 

‘Well, it's not too late even now. 
IF you wish, Moma con sit with you,” 
suggested Popo Undir. Sothot's hot 
they did. 

“How different Rojo ond Rani are! 
Roni is onice mouse.” remarked Sister 
Undir 

| don't think Rojois nice ot olll He 
lwoys wonts to get his woul 


next day was Brother Undit's 
test. Lucey Brother wos prepared 
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Diwali, oh, Diwal for it. But Roja ules not! He kept 
peeping into Roja's work to copy from! 
He even whispered to Brother, "Move 
{your hand! | can't see. properly 
Brother wos scored. He didn’t 
wont to be caught helping Roja copy! 
But Roja was persistent 
‘Whot'sallthis whispering! heer?” 
‘osked Teacher Anita in a loud voice! 
Thot kept Roja quiet for a bit, But 
Itwosn'tlongbeforehenudgad Brother 
‘nd said, "Do you wont me to get a 

£0? Hurry up and show mel Remem: 
ser how | let you ploy with all my 

5 

Poor Grothe! He ended up allow: 

Ing Roja to copy! When the: class got 





ack their answers the next day 
Teacher Anita did not retutn Brother's 
nd Aigjo’s. She asked them to stay 
bbehind after school, when they were 
off to the Principal! Brother 
started to cry! Even Roja was shaken 
Jp. Bring token by teocher to the 
Principall Something serious wos the, 
ter sau what was going on 
1d why Brother was bing 





Narakashura, the asura son 
of Bhoomi Devi troubled 
people and devas alike. Un- 
able to bear his atrocities, they 
prayed to Krishna to save them 














from him: 





Krishna, accompanied by f°" 
Satyabhama, fought a battle sae ad ata ares “ob 
withthe asura, and killed him. | V yeu expen hou your toa sox 
The dying asura repented for J oxily tho seme os Rajo's? Even the 
his evil acts and begged mistakes oe the some! 
Krishna, "Let the day of my J), ,,rneives slenk 1 could 00 





death be celebrated with joy. 
May people light lamps and 
burst crackers. Let them wear 
new clothes and be happy.’ 
That's why we celebrate 
Diwali this way. a 


looked at Raja haping Roja would 
confess, But Rojo wos looking away, 
He would not meet Brother's eye. 

The. Principal ten asked Roja, 
‘Well, Rojo, Zo new mouse in 
] nobody copies. 
here. Aind this had never hoppened 
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with Brother before, who is 0 good 
student. Do you have: on explane: 
tion? Orshould | drow my own conclu 
sions and punish you accordingly?” 
Teacher Rita hod olready talked to 
the Principal bboutRoja'scoreless loss 
work and home work, 


Ree that he had been round 

out, Roja finally admitted his mis 

take. The Principal. owarded him a 

punishment. He got 0 zer0 in the test. 

He also had to usite,« hundred times: 
ul not copy again 

1 will n0¢ copy again. 

will not copy again. 

Find heshad to get it signed by his: 
fothed This time, Brother did not sym 
pothize with Rojo ot all. He thought 
the punishment wos well deserved. 
Brother wos let off witha severe warn: 
ing, He decided to keep away from 


Rojo for a.uhile, Loter,ollthe children 
in Brother's class gottoheor oft. Rojo 
‘mouse was no longer the center ofall 
attention. The others realized thot 
bbeing rch did not mean much by itself 


hen popa ond Mama Undir 
heard alonut all tha qnings > 


thoy asked Sister anu brett 
this teach you any thing?” 
Grotherreplied, "Being poorisbet- 

ter thon being rich! 

‘Not quite! Try again,” suggested 
Mama Ungir 

it. does not matter whether your 
porents ore: rich or poor. Unless you 
‘012.9000, youwon'thave-any friends,” 
soid Sister Undir 

‘Hinml" said Popo. 


ANURADHA KHATI 





Sister Undir has to face a difficultsituation in school. Girland 
boy mice are teased if they even speak to, each other. How does 


Sister handle it? 


Watch out for BOYS VERSUS GIRLS in the next issue! 
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You must 


have surely heard 
of the Padmanab- 
ha Swamy temple 
at Trivandrum. It 
is a beautiful and 
ancient temple 
with a wonderful 
store of history, 
folklore and leg- 
end: 

Well, situated 
on the south side 
of the alley to the 
templeisafantas- 





as a blind man 
and worked for 
the — clock- 
makers. 

The clock- 
makers were 
not foolseither 
‘They checked 
whetherhewas 
blind from time 
to time. They 
threw things at 
him when he 
least expected 
it, But the man 


tie clock made by Who made the never flinched, 
a muslim, whose clock? We'llnever —_—_and at last, the 
name has been know. But the clock-makers 
forgotten. ‘The legends that were convinced 
dlockwasmadein surround it will that he was 
india, at a time blind. 

when all clocks never die. He learnt 


were made abroad, especially 
Switzerland. 


‘Thereisategend about how 
the clever muslim travelled all 
the way to Switzerland to learn 
how to make clocks. The Swiss, 
ofcourse, would not let strangers 
learn their secret. So he posed 


the secret of making clocks by 
just watching and memorising 
the art. 


Thre muslim travelled back 
to India and set about making 
the clock, He made it in the form 
of a muslim man’s face. Two 
goats stood an either side of the 
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Tue word 
Malayan, 
ot Kerala 

* Clock in Malayalam, 






oy 


HA 


eK 


mouth, When the hour or the 
half-hour struck, the mouth 
would open, and the goats on 
eitherside would rameachother. 
‘This happens as many times as 
the hour strikes. So the best 
time to view the clock is at the 
stroke of twelve. 


There is another story 
about this clock thatissuppossed 
to have taken place a hundred 
years ago. A namboodiri brah- 
min came to participate in the 
Laksha-deepam ceremony that 
is celebrated in the temple once 
intwelveyears, Hehadtravelled 
from the north of Kerala. He 
brought with him a popular 
snack - avalose podi, which is a 
mixture of rice powder and 
coconut scrapings roasted till 


I 
SLIND MAN, NY) 
OME ALONG WiTH ME! 





golden brown with sugar. 








‘Thre namboodiri was really 
surprised by the clock. But what 
fascinated him most, was the 
opening and closing mouth. He 
wanted to feed it with handfuls 
of avalose podi. He climbed the 
building that housed the clock 
tower, and waited. The half: 
hour struck, and the mouth 
opened. The namboodiri put a 
handful ofthesnack intoit. Soon 
the mouth closed. It would not 
open forthe next thirty minutes. 
But the poor namboodiri did 
not know this. He sat there, 
coaxing and cajoling the mouth 
to open. People looked up 
amazed. 
“Open wide,” the namboodiri 
cajoled, “TIl give you more of 
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Clock 


Thing - ting -ting, But back into bed | dive, 
Oh,that stupid thing! When I see it’s not six, but, 
That alarm clock of mine, fivel 
Never tings on time! 

Today, | put something in 
Is ciways too early the drawer, 
Ortoo late, And turned the key in the 
But never on time, : lock, 
Dol reach the school gate! _* Guess what it was? 


Right! My alarm clock. 
Gren, wien I'm fast 
asleep, Vidya Murugan, aged 11, 
wake up with a jump and Bombay-58 
leap. 








avalose, But don’t eat up MY teyou visit Trivandrum, don't 
hand. 


forget to see this clock. Butdon't 
Hair an hour passed, and °¥8" take any avalose podi with 

the hour struck. ‘The mouth ¥°u! 

began to open. But before the , 

namboodiri could feed the clock Oy ata poo oe 

again, someone brought him fed shen 
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POETRY @ 
Ale 


ay 


THE FOREST 


Tre forest is the home of animals, 

Where unseen creatures live. 

Where the lion is the king, 

Where deer are afraid of tigers. 

Where birds sing in sweet rythmn, 

Where the peacock dances with 
colourful feathers, 

Where black clouds overcast, 

Where trees grow tall and strong, 

Where the sunlight can’t be 

i seen, 

‘And, where robbers hide. 











Jaita Majhi, 
aged 12, 
Bishop's 

School, Ranchi. 


, 
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ROMAN MYTHOLOGY 


en on earth were get 
tingtobetooproudand 
haughty. They even 
began to mock the Gods! Jupi- 
ter, the king of Gods, decided to 
teach the humans a lesson. He 
called his son Vulean. 

“Vulcan!” he said, “Make a 
statue of a very beautiful 
woman.” 

‘Vulcan, the lord of fire, re- 
treated to his forge, and created 
a truly beautiful woman in 
metal, He took it to Mount 
Olympus, where all the Gods 
were gathered. Minerva was so 
amazed at the beauty of the 
statue that she kissed it. Itcame 
to life at her touch. 

All the Gods showered her 
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with gifts — necklaces, brace- 
lets, rings, clothes. She received 
s0 many gifts that they called 
her Pandora, 


t last, it was time for 
Pandora to go down to 
earth, as was Jupiter's wish. 
Mercury, with his winged hat 
and shoes, offered to take her, 
“Take this with you,” Jupiter 
told Pandora, thrusting a beau- 
tiful carved ivory box into her 
hands, ‘The lid was held tightly 
shut by a viper in gold, coiled 
around the box. 
Pandora and Mercury left 
Mount Olympus together, They 
travelled over hills and plains. 






















Se 
‘As they were flying 
over a stream, the 
box slipped from 
Pandora’s hands 
and fell into the 
waters. 

“Oh, my box!" 
exclaimed Pandora. 

“Letit be!” Mer- 
cury said, “I fear it 
will only bring mis- 
fortune.” 

“Misfortune!” a 

strange voice 

seemed to echo the ——> 
word. 

“Who speaks?” 

cried a frightened © 


Pandora. 

“It is only an echo,” Mercury 
replied, “But leave that box be- 
hind.” 

“{ want my box,” Pandora 
was stubborn. 

So, Mercury shrugged his 
shoulders, and rescued the box 
from the stream 


M: “ary took Pandora to 
ing Epimetheus, towhom. 
she was married. Days passed, 
and a happy Pandora suddenly 
remembered the box 

“It’s the gift of Jupiter,” she 
told Epimetheus, “I must see 
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what's in it.” 

Before their eyes, the coiled 
gold serpentunwounditselffrom 
around the box, Curiosity got 
the better of Pandora, She 
opened i 

“Aah!” she cried, shutting it 
immediately, “Something bit 
me!” 

Sure enough, a whole lot of 
strange creatures and insects 


had flown out. 

“Whathave you 
done?” Epimetheus 
cried. 

“T don't know!” 
cried Pandora, 
“Why didn’t you 
stop me?” 


‘t was too late, 

‘The box had con- 
tained evil, disease 
and death. Man- 
kind, that had 
known no ill, only 
happiness, now 
knew suffering. 
Pandora, by herac- 
tion, had brought 
it into the world, 
Jupiter had taught 
the proud humans a lesson, 

“Ia there anything else in the 
box?” wondered Pandora, curi- 
ous once more, “I must see...” 

She opened the box. Out flew 
ashining dove, singing sweetly. 

“I am Hope,” it twittered, “I 
hid in the box, and I will hide in 
human hearts too!” 

Retold by 
SRILATHA DHAR 











had escaped frdm the box, and 












‘Teacher : Anu! You've done 
Son's homework for her again. T 
ean recognize your handwriting in 
her notebook. 
Anu : No, sir! I did not! Its just. 
that we both use the same pencil. 
Dhara J. Oza, aged 12, 
Infant JJesus School, Bombay. 





HUMOUR 


ahatma Gandhi once 
iY) that if he had no 
nse of humour, he 


might have died long before 
Humour is a neces- 

sary part of ife. With: 
out laughter where 
would we be? 

Let me tell you a little story, the window. ‘Then one of these 
where a railwa d saved an men will die 
impossible situation with his 
sense of humour. 
















L was a small station, Two 
burly young men got into a 
compartment and sat on two 
seats next to a wine 
dow, The train started, 
and picked up speed. 
Soon, one young man 
closed the window 
ng, “What a cold 
wind is blowing outside. 
It will surely kill me.” 
‘At once, the other 
man opened the window saying, 
sahtAm Itodicof suffocation? Then close the window. ‘The 
Can't atand a closed window!” other will die in no time too! 
‘You may travel in peace after 

















hat with one opening the that.” 
window, and the other | The passengers began to 
closing it, the two young men ugh loudly. ‘The two quarrel- 
picked up a noisy quarrel. ling men laughed the loudest. 
‘The rest of the passengers ‘ 
were unable to make peace. RAMAMURTI 
Finally, they called the guard. ‘ 7 
‘The guard heard s a 


the situation out 
and said, “Tell you 
what. First open 





the | 





t day of school. 





happy. 
home| 
exam, 





‘ork, NO y 
NO scoldings fro: 
teachers, and finally N 
remarks in the school dairy! All 
we had to do was have fun-fun- 
fun! 
So, coming back to the e: 

treme happiness, we were all 
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shouting, laughing, playing and 
screaming the place down, when 
suddenly, the class teacher Mrs. 
Geetha, pushed the door open. 
All of us tumbled on each other, 
hurriedly tryingtoget down from 
the tables on which we were 











STORIES FROM OUR READERS 
a = 





standing. The teacher didn't 
seem tomind our behaviour (she 
had obviously seen the process 
each time the holidays began!). 
She just smiled at us in a most 
innocent way, which told us that 
she had something up her sleeve. 

“Reshmi,” she called out, 
“Will you please come with me 
for a miiute?” 








was horrified when she called 

outmy name, wondering what 
she wanted me for. Was itformy 
behaviour a few minutes ago? 
Or was it because I had scored 
low marks in some subject? 
‘Thoughts whirled around in my 
mind, Igaveasheepish grin and 
meekly went out with her. As I 
shut the door behind me, Icould 
hear the shouting and laughing 
rising again. Apparently,noone 
seemed to mind my departure. 

Once out of the class, Mrs 
Geetha said, “I hope you don't 
\d, Reshmi. But [havea very 
urgent piece of work to do, and I 
want someone responsible and 
reliable to do it.” 

My face brightened. 

“All you have to do is,” she 
went on, "Get fifty photocopies 
of this mark list, ask your other 
teachers for their registers and 
staple one copy of these to each 
of them. And then, if you still 
have time, you can get some rub- 
ber bands.and bundle up these 
papers, after grouping them.” 








nodded my head hoping that 

T would not forget any of the 
instructions. The teacher left, 
having thrust a LARGE bundle 
of all kinds of papers and files 
into my arms. 

“Oh! Well!” I thought. 1 
might as well begin.” 

Tmade my way to the office, 
tripping over a brick and drop- 
ping all the papers, and then 
gathering them upagain. Icould 
barely see ahead of me with all 
the papers piled up in my arms, 
At last, [reached the office. 

“Sir! Our teacher wants fifty 
copies of this,” I said to the man 
in charge of the photocopy ma- 
chine, holding out the paper in 
one hand yr) 















“Sorry, miss! The machine's 
out of order,” he replied, “Come 
after half an hour.” 





nnoyed, I stepped out of the 

ffice, and tried to recall 
what my next job was. Ah! Yes! 
Ask the teachers for their 
registers, 1 went to the staff- 
room, to find only two of my 
teachers there, I got their 


ZS 


of papers on the table, I ran to 
my class. No one had a stapler. 
Thad to go from class to class 
hunting for one. Idid manage to 
getone, and returned to the staff 
room only to slip and fall down 
the stairs 

I slowly got up and dusted 
myself down. I smiled awk- 
wardly at the teachers looking 
atme,andset towork, Afterhalf 
an hour or so, I had finished 
with all the stapling. I kept 
those papers aside, and started 





registers and enquired where the 
other teachers would be. They 
told me that two of them were 
absent, and three had gone to 
the boys’ section. Now, there 
‘wasnothing todoaboutit,except 
to staple the copies I had. 


hadn't brought my stapler 
‘with me. Leaving the bundle 
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my next job. 
grouping all the papers and 
bundling them up. Tenvied my 
friends who were enjoying 
themselves in the class-room. 


It was boring, 


't was now 12.45 p.m. Only 
half an hour more for the 
school to get over. I gave a long 
sigh (much to the surprise of the 


teachers sitting there) and con- 
tinued my work. It was over (at 
long last) at 1.00 o'clock, and I 
was about to get up, and give it 
tomy teacher. When suddenly I 
remembered the photocopies. 1 
ran to the office once again. 

The man in charge of the 
machine smiled and switched it 
on, Itwas going very slowly, and 
I wished it would hurry up. I 
must have looked at my watch a 
thousand timesbeforeit wasover 
(the man must have thought 1 
was crazy!), And when it was 
over, there was only one minute 
loft for the bell. By the time I 
found my teacher, the bell had 
already rung. 


wie sawme,shesmiled 
inthat innocent way again, 
and said, “I'm very sorry, dear, 
but the vice-principal changed 
his mind, and I don't really need 
those papers any more.” My 
mouth fell open, and Icouldhave 
kicked her. 

“Anyway,” she continued, 
“Y'm sure you didn't mind.” 

She smiled again, and went 
to her bus. 

As for me, I stood there not 
knowing what to do. All Leould 
think of was, “What a waste of a 


day! 





Reshmi, R., aged 13, 
Alkhobar - 31952. 








Cheese Pakoras 


You need: 


TOOgmscottage cheese, cutinto 
Vx 1" squares 

2 theps. besan (gram flour) 

Soi and chill powder, to 





taste 
Chopped coriander leaves 
Apinch of baking powder 

on 


How to make it: 

Mix the besan, salt, chili powder, 
‘baking powder and coriander with 
aiittie water, to make a paste 

Heat oil in a kai. 

Dip each cube of cheese into 
the batter and fry fil golden brown 

Droinonpapernapkinsorbiotting 
poper. 

Serve hot with tomato sauce or 
green chutney. 


Monish Tahilyani, aged 15, 
Madras - 600 004. 
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ANIMAL SQUARES 































































































ST-FI 
1 enor 
| | 
i | | 
| Pasi an Gs 
l 
7 
CLUES: 
Across Down 
1, Floppy ears, trunk 2. Ahuge snake 
3. National animal 4. Long-necked animal 
5. Bunny's second name _6. It loves honey anditis 
7. An insect ananimal 
8. A bigger frog 
9. It brays a 
Dra) 10. Funny animal 
11, Wild ox V. Balaji, aged 14, 
Gow eee 730 Madras - 600 027. 
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A STRANGE ENCOUNTER 


y grandma lives in a 
M village in Tamilnadu 

My sister and | once 
visited her on our own. Days 
passed. | was quite bored. 
Grandma's house had no 
television, andthe village had 
no cinema hall. 

One evening, my grandma 
took us to a friend's house 
nearby. 

“They have a television,” 
shetoldme. Iwas happy. But 
alas! The house had a dog too! 

Ihate dogs. | am afraid of 
them. | made up my mind 
never to go there again. 


O ne morning, we found 
grandma busy making 
a sweet with milk and sugar. 


t's a special day," she told 
us, "Go getsome flowers from 
my friend's house.” 

“No, no!"'| protested, “They 
have a dog.” 

“It's alwaysinthe backyard,” 
Grandma consoled me, “And 
it's always securely tied up.” 

So, I slowly made my way to 
the house. | reachedthe gate, 
and tentatively opened it. No 
dog. | went in, and began 


searching for the front door. 
Then, | saw a half-opened 
door, and peeped in. There it 
was, my enemy, the dog. And 
it was tied with a thin, frail 
rope! Just my luck! 










slranout, itsnap- 

ped the ropeand 
began chasing me! | 
shouted and scream- 
ed for help, but in 
vain. Grandma's 
friendandherfamily 
were busy watch- 
ing television on a high 
volume. 

Iranas fastas | could. The 
dog was just behind me. Just 
that moment, I slipped andfell 
One of my chappals flew high 
into the air and landed — just 
before the dog. 


ik hedogcamenearerand 
nearer. And, suddenly, (! 


oe 


don't know where I 
plucked the cour- 
age from), | pushed 
my handkerchief 
intoits mouth and 
screamed. Some- 
body heard my 
yells and came running 
out. 

“Comein!” the person said. 
Irefused. He then picked me 
up in his arms and took me 
inside. 

Itisareally memorable inci- 
dent, for, | was only six years 
old! 


Abirami Al. aged 13, 
Trivandrum - 9. 











Diwali, oh, 


OIL AND WATER? 


‘South indians have a quaint 
custom of taking an oil bath on 





Diwali morning, much before the 
sun rises. Why? 


The people in this part 
of the country take oil 
baths on all auspicious 
days. But Diwali always 
falls on amavasai or the 
new moon day. This day 
being dedicated to the 
souls of one’s fore-fathers, 
isaday of abstinence. One 
cannot take an oil bath on 


amavasai day. So, before 
the sun peeps over the 
horizon, an oi! bath is 
taken, andnewclothesare 
worn! . 









Yesterday, robbers loored 
our house and took away ler 
tens from some words in my 


dictionary. Can youlelp mes pp 
Gerthem back? There ane clues from dec 
0 help you. ae 
manufacture! 
f. PR TION (raise to 
tet 7. PR_ 
higher position) Pvt 
Se TION (prevent news) 
you from doing something) PA 
3.PR____TION (safety) to. good speech) 
4.PR____- TION (a part of V.M, Satish, aged 14, 


speech) Mani H.S.S., Coimbatore, 




















Mother : Sonial Why do you use 
such bad words? 
Sonia : Shakespeare used them, 
ammal 
Mother : Then stop playing with 
him 

N. Saroja, aged 13, 
B.EML. High School, Kolar. 





live in Thiruvanan- 

thapuram, thecapi- 
tal city of Kerala. The 
railway station is 
always crowded with 
tourists who have come 
to visit Kovalam, one of 
the loveliest beaches, just 
















ten kilometeres away from the 
city. 

TheArt Museum was founded 
in 1855. It displays the original 
paintings of Raja Ravi Varma, 
besides South Indian sculpture. 
‘The Sri Chithira Thirunal Art 
Gallery has splendid collection 
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“The artGatle 
The rallway 
statlon atnight 


of rare items, 
that formed 
the personal 
collection of 
the late Mah- 
araja of Tr- 
avan core*. 
e city takes its name from 
Anantha, another name for 
Lord Vishnu. Ananthapuram 
literally means, abode of 
Anantha. 
AtempleofParasuramaisat 
Thiruvallam. There isa legend, 
thatitwashewhoraised Kerala, 
from the ocean bed. 


The cid name for Kerala wate 





Bagawathy** 
shrine at Attuk 
al, is known as 


for women. As 
you must be 
aware, Sabar- 
imala is the 
famous hill sh- 
rine dedicated 
to Ayyappan. 
Women are not 
allowed there. 
Similarly, men 
are not allowed 
at Attukal. Itis 
perhaps the only 
shrine in the 
world, where 
men are not 
given entry. 





jongala is the annual fes- 
tival here. The sweet dish, 
pongal is offered to the goddess. 
Itis made from rice, jaggery and 
ghee. 

Thousands of women, from 
evendistantplaces like Madurai, 
wait patiently from early morn- 
ing to 3 p.m. inthe afternoon, for 
the priest to bless them. 





Gietiiteran. is a Tamil 
classic, which tells us the 
story of Kannaki. Her husband, 
Kovalan, was imprisoned and 
beheaded by theraja of Madurai, 


Ffother goddess: 





~The rallway station during the day 


forhaving stolen the queen’s an- 


klets. Kannaki proved that 
Kovalan was not the thief, and 
in her anger, cursed the city of 
Madurai to be burnt to ashes, 

It is believed that Kannaki 
came to Attukal after Madurai 
burnt down. She was pacified 
only at this divine place. 


M.R. Sabarinath, 

aged 14, 

Model High School, 
‘Thiruvananthapuram. 
Photos : Lal Babu 
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MY KINGDOM NOUN SPOT 
= 3 1, PROMOTION 
Bee an 
ALL AW AS o-¢wA 2, PROHIBITION 
We seal at oe 3, PROTECTION 
ed aa 
BEd nh - eee 4 4, PREPOSITION 
Sem ayGtaune any 5:PRESERVATION 
rae Rls rlohene 1 6, PRODUCTION 
ot Ars) sla] weave 7, PROCLAMATION 
Ranvier? oo me 
8, PRONUNCIATION. 
Page 74 
ANIMAL SQUARES 
él lelelala lvl 
y 
71+ fale Le 
wl ly 
o| felalelo|, [> 
iw] fal le 
a la |w [ir [™ 
-| lel fo A 
é A ” 
* blelwl<lely] 
le 
+ La |e 
: v8 @ poor Joke lke Gn unshexpened 
ci? 
‘ ) use ithas no point! 


Shobhit Swarup, aged 12, 
Jaipur. 





coon YSTERY-SERAL 


KARATE 
ATTACK! 


he polished wooden 
floor of the indvor bas- 
etball stadium felt 
smooth under Abhay's 
bare feet. This newly opened 
stadium was the venue for the 
karate tournamentabouttostart 
shortly. Boys and girls from the 
participating dojos. sat in 
neat rows on the folding 
chairs. Before them was 
aclear area whore the ac- 
tion would talse place 

At the centre of the 

huge hall, a wooden 


THE 
























daishad been erected, with some 
chairs on it. A tall silver trophy 
stood shrouded with red silk. 
Abhay was feeling happy and 
expectant. He did not fear any 
letter writers now. As soon as 
Sensei Muralidharan had ar- 
rived with his students in the 
morning, he had received wel- 
come news. In addition to the 
two judges from the 
North Zoneand West 
Zone, there would be 
a Chief Judge, a 
Japanese one. 
Sensei Koichi 
Saito was a master 
of Shito-ryu karate. 
‘The corporate spon- 
sors had proudly in- 
troduced him as the 








judge in the morning. 
Sensei Muralidharan 
was thrilled on hear- 
ing this. He was con- 
fident about the cor- </ 
rect approach and'‘sci- 
ence’ of his students’ 
fighting. This would 
be appreciated by the 
Japanese judge, he 
felt. Itwouid also pre- 
vent any local bias or 
partiality. 


‘ayavelan and co. <~—Y 
a also enthusi- 


astic, and beganto preparethem- 
selves, All karatekas, partic 
pants and audience, were in thei 
white karate clothes. The gal- 
leries upstairs were packed with 
spectators. A section had been 
reserved for the Press. 

In the camps of the other 
dojos, the reaction to the an- 
nouncementabout the Japanese 
judge was mixed. The Goju-ryu 
dojo of S, Rajkukumar began ex- 
citedly discussing rules and the 
finer points ofjudging. In Peter 
Masilamani’s camp, there was a 
muttered discussion, with re- 
sentful looks being thrown at 
Sensei Muralidharan's group. 

‘The organisers came and 
asked the assembled gathering 
to be quiet. Then, an old fash- 
ioned gong sounded. After a 
moment’s silence Sensei Koichi 
Saito walked into the hall, 
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flanked on his right by Sens 
Jaswant Gill from Delhi, and on 
his left by Sensei Damodar Rane 
from Bombay. 


the tournament began. The 

morning was taken up by 
‘kata’ events. The:se were grace- 
ful sequences of karate move- 
ments. The ‘kata’ expert in 
Abhay’s group was Murad. He 
had perfected the slow, yet pre- 
cise movements that made up 
the fluid beauty of different 
katas. At the end of the morn- 
ing, he had received one gold 
and one silver medal. 

‘As he bowed after receiving 
his old medal, someone shouted 
from the gallery above, “Come 
here my beautiful girl, come.” 
Murad did not look up, but his 
body stiffened. He was thin and 
slightly built, and hated to be 





compared to a girl. It was as if 
the heckler above knew this. 

The group katas were per- 
formed and the judges went into 
a close consultation. There 
seemed to be some slight dissent 
among them, After a few min- 
tutes they announced the Bodo- 
kan group of Sensei 
Muralidharan tobe the winners. 
Asmall cheer wentupin Abhay’s 
group. Murad couldn't help 
glance up. 

“Phis'll teach you guys to be- 
have,” he muttered 

This time too, the heckler in 
the gallery waited for the claps 
to die out after the Bodo-kan 
boys received their medal. Then 
his voice rangout, echoingin the 


indoor stadium, “Why don't you 
boys dance in the movies?” 
Shashank’s grey head jerked 








up. Mahesh’s fists clenched. 
Murad grit his tecth and 
norrowed his eyes as he too 
looked up. Sensei calmed them 





down as they took their seats. 
“Don't be upset boys," he said, 
“Whoever's wasting his breath 
up there, is neither witty nor 
funny. Ignore it.” 
sei Muralidharan never 
tired of explaining the ethics of 
karate to his students. Ki 
was always to be used in de- 
fense, never in attack he said. A 
calm and unruffled temper was 
essential. Ignore provocations 
meant to unsettle you. Use force 















only as the last resort. 


‘ow it was time toeata light 

lunch, before the shiai or 
combat events of the afternoon. 
Most boys had brought sand- 
wiches or chapatis. They went 
out and ate quickly in the long 
corridors that ringed the sta- 
dium, Abhay finished his 
chapatis quickly and went with 
the bigger boys to have a cold 
drink at the canteen. 

‘A small crowd of boys with 
elaborate hairstylesand brightly 
coloured shirts, stood talking to 
some of Peter Masilamani's stu- 
dents, Abhay recognised two 
youngmenwhowerealways with 
Peter. As Abhay and the others 
passed them, someone among 
them whistled, as if in admira- 
tion, This made the whole group 
laugh, Jayavelan turned around, 
walked a few steps 
up tothemandasked 
quietly, “Were you 
the singing birds up- 
stairs?” 

One of Peter's as- 
sistants stepped for- 
ward, “They may 
have been yaar. For- 
get it. They're not in 
the tournaments. 
You'll be fighting us, 
Save your anger for 
that.” He smiled, ex- 
posingaslight gapin 
his front teeth. Itwas 
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not a friendly smile. His hair 
was frizzy, and bleached artifi- 
cially to look brown on the sides. 
He wore it long at the back, like 
Peter. Itstuck out ina small tuft 
on his neck. 

“Keep it clean, huh?” he said, 
still smiling that unconvincing 
smile, “Keep it clean.” 

AV stepped back. Any en- 
counter now, would have to be 
explained to the Sensei. He 
couldn't afford to mar the tour- 
nament with an unscheduled 
fight. He rejoined the others, 
and they went on to have their 
cold drinks, feeling angry and 
unea 

Sensei did not appear sur- 
prised when they told him about 
this encounter. His mouth set 
in a grim line, 

“Now we have to concentrate 
ontheshiais. Don't let them get 














you down,” he warned, but his 
eyes were worried. It wes clear 
he was remembering the threat- 
ening letters. 

‘The combat rounds started. 
‘The three judges stood at three 
different angles. Fighting was 
stopped as soon asa foul hit was 
detected, It was meant to be a 
crisp exhibition of alertness and 
skill, not a brawl. 


Ma. was ina shiai with 
the bleached haired black 
belt from the Masilamani dojo. 
He had already scored three 
points off his opponent. When 
Sensei Saito signalled with his 
hand, they began circling each 
other warily for the next point. 
‘At the moment when they drew 
near to each other, Mahesh’s 
opponent seemed to go berserk. 
Moving, with lightning speed, he 





landed three or four 
blows with the full 
force at his command, 
on Mahesh’s face. 
Abhay, watched 
horrified as Mahesh 
staggered, his cut lip 
swelling under their 
eyes, The judge had 
stopped the fight. 
Sensei and others at- 
r\ tended to Mahesh. He 
\ soon got up and was 
\ AN back in the fray. Al- 
ready leading with 
three points, his an- 
ger giving him speed, he ended 
the bout with a precise, well 
timed kick that glanced off his 
opponents stomach. 





fhe afternoon wore on. The 

prizes for Sensei 
Muralidharan's boys kept 
mounting even as they became 
targets of ferocious assaults by 
their opponents. Shashank 
blacked out for some seconds af- 
terahiton the bridge of his nose. 
Murad began bleeding from a 
smtall cutnearhiseye. Jayavelan 
received akickon hisrightshoul- 
der that rocked his huge frame 
with its force. 

“They're not playing fair, this 
is not correct,” Sensei was an- 
gry. He consulted with his boys 
about whether to lodge a protest 
or walk out of the tournament. 
But the students were not inter 
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ested. 

“Only the last shiai isleft sir, 
the championship-deciding one. 
Let's fight it and return with 
dignity,” was the group's ver- 
dict. 


‘ayavelan faced Iqbal, one of 
JSensei Rajkumar's students, 

forthechampionshipround. The 

heckler upstairs went wild. 

“Blephant, gohomeandwash 
your face,” he screamed. JV did 
not look up, or down, or to his 
side. His face, slightly beaded 
with perspiration, was the pic- 
ture of concentration. 

When his opponent rushed 
athim with a blood curdling cry, 
JV produced defensive hits, but 
their force and timing were 
enough to stun the other 
karateka. Three quick, precise 
bouts were fought. Then the 
judges compared notes and de- 
clared JV thechampion karateka 
of the tournament. 


Sas Muralidharan was 
appily swept along on a 
wave of his boys, as they jubi- 
lantly made their way with their 
prizes outside the stadium. 
Sensei was doubly happy be- 
cause his dojo had proved to be 
the best in the city in the eyes of 
outside judges. 

In this time of celebration, 
they did not remember the provo- 
cation they had received earlier 
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or the hurting blows. They 
could think ofonly theirtruimph, 
their superb show. 

But as Abhay got on behind 
Mchesh on his motor bike toride 
back home, he looked behind at 
the scene of their victory. 
Masilamani’s two assistants 
stood with their group, staring 
after the victors. On the face of 
the bleached haired young man, 
Abhay saw an expression ofsuch 
hate that he involuntarily shiv- 
ered. 


Monday, he was back in 
thcol and karate had to 
take a back seat before the regu- 
lar routine of school work. After 
school, he went to have some 
Mathematics problems ex- 
plained by the Maths sir, along 
with other students. Then he 
played baiminton with Prakash 
till 5.30. p.m. 

‘That was why he missed see- 
ing the blue Fiat once again out- 
side the school gates. He missed 
seeing the driver and another 
man talk to a sixth standard 
boy, then escort him to the car! 
No one else noticed that the car 
with the number TCV 9908, had 
driven away from the school for 
thelasttime, carryingsixth stan- 
dard Harish in it, 








SCHARADA BAIL 
NEXT MONTH — 
AN UNLIKELY FIND! 


Dear iit, 

{9 We often complain of rubbish and garbage on the 
streets, but seldom hesitale to throw a chocolate wrap- 
per on the stress, 

‘Wile we sprtedly debate upon power conserva 
tion, we let water over in our batroom taps, 

‘We very wilingly buy our vegetables in poly bags 
‘knowing fly well thatthe polythene isnot biodegrad- 
abl, Wa can indirect reduce the production of ply bags, 
by using cath bags or donating the extra poly bags in our 
hhause fo vendors. 

‘During picnics, we should put the garbage in a bag 
‘and dispase tina dustbin, How many of us Keep pubic 
places clean? 






‘Supriya Narasimhan, aged 18, Chittoor ~ 517001, 
COMPULSORY par Edi, 
Y ‘ 
EDUCATION! iy Bolore, only men used to wear pants and shits. But now 
AG ‘days, women have begun to wear them too. We are becoming 
vorywesteised 





Syed Ivan, Madras - 78. 
Doar Editor, 
{) | think Me. Khaimar has taken a.good step against rime, 
‘And people have begun fo voie thelr supporto him. | wish 
all of us could share his convictions. My support is wth him, 
5 R. Venkatesh, aged 13, Goa - 403 601. 
[fay Dear Editor, 
1) More and mote ads and movies have chien acting in 
‘thom, This makes the children who watch these ads want fo 


actin temo, 
We shoud pay atenton to ou suds, and rt be 
inact ase et Epeeee 
Laxnis. zai, TE = 376 
Dear Lax cae kes 
You ave notgven yeurage race Pease send 
toma et Hee a 
Dear Est, Es 
{9 Once, wen out cr ha broken down on ou way to 
Madras, we tok ito a garage. There, we found many . 


Chien and wenagrs worry in uiygeneconains. (>) 
None of them had gone through any form of education ie 
Ane wet working age! 
‘This nt augue phenom. Many chin 
ove nda rch abou 
6. isha Kuma, St 
Vana Vani MabieHS, Maa. 





Dear Eitor, 
(9) Many cilren, nowadays, ae not at al intrested in 
studies. Education i tobe taken quite seriously. Butchi 





TDisaaree 
WITH ARtTianp _ dten doritbotherto understand theirlessons, and just mug-up for their 


SucwiTRar Sams 





S.M, Shivanand, aged 1, Sri Vidya Mandir, Si 


Dear E 

Inca has alow ieracy rate compared to other developed nations 
ike USA,UK. France ete This is why we lag behind in industrial and 
technologeal developmen 

lr many nations, education i ree and compulsory. Ma chi isnot 
admitted inlo school by the tne he & rine years od, the parents aro 
heavly fed 

Though education is fee n many government schools in indi, iis 
rata all computor. 

















‘Anant Baroe, Miramar - 403 001. 





Esto, 
1 | disagree with Athi and Suchiva (September issue), Beauty pagents are essential in today's 
‘competive word. Sushmita Sens beauthl and inteligen! and deserves her success. Alo us should 
be proud that a woman from our country has become Miss Universe 

‘Reshma Sharma, aged 13, Cluny Convent HS., Bangalore. 








Dear Esitor, 
6 Iti unto see beautiful women competing with each oer on b 
“These contests ae usetl oo, for 





uy, ineligence and personaly 
3d aspinng models 
Sanjvini Halbe, aged 16, Ahmedabad - 380013, 


You too can become an ARTIST... 


© THE GRAPHIC 
Lelioves in coaching imparts practical 
General Art with a” taining adopting 


PERSONAL moder technology 
TOUCH rather THE GRAPHIC hs 
touch which can 
techingue for eay to 
asily transform Understand, ea fo 
poner ene. follow systems which 
te ditret rom 
thy other a school 


FOR DETAILS : Apply with 
“Re, 2/ postage stamp to 























Successful student 
with « magical 








4 Wh 
GRAPHICgé 
ceamaeeczas any cout 
a aur couse 


ARTIANO 20 WO? Prospectus Rs. 10" by M.O. 
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es OPO TERS 
Many of you have wairren To us asking for 
information on compurens. Gokulam visited 
Compuren Poivr ax Adyar, Madras, and viola! 
Aw anricle was born! 
Warch our for this series every month 


eople generally believe that a computer is 
fan electronic device that can perform arith- 
netic operations at enormous speed. But 
modern computers are smart enough to doa vari 
ety of operations from solving complex problems to 
playing games, You might have seen a Personal 
Coraputer (PC) having a small television-like 
screen called the monitor or Visual Display Unit 
(VDU) and a keyboard that looks more or less like 
a typewriter’s, These are attached to a humming 
ox called Central Processing Unit (CPU), 
‘The word Computer comes from the word'Com- 
pute’, Computers can be classified under the 
following categories — Micro Computer (example 




















_ BEGINNINGS 


wait, T Wile 


ASK 
BAP UTER ! 

















frame Computers and Super 
Computers. 

The following table shows the 
difference in speed of the differ- 
ent types of computers. It gives 
you the time taken by each com- 
puter to perform the same job. 
Computer type Days Time taken 

Hrs Min, 
SuperComputer 0 0 1 
MiniComputer 0 5 20 
Micto Computer 22 5 20 


efore wesee how acomputer 

works let us take a look at 
the history of calculating ma- 
chines. 

Anearly manual calculating 
device was theabacus. Although 
over 3,000 years old, it’s still 
used in some parts of the world 
In 1642, Blaise Pascal, a young 
Frenchman developed the first 
ruechanical calculatingmachine. 
This machine wasimproved by a 














German mathemati- 
cian named Gottfried 
von Leibnitz, Butstill 
no one knew how to manufac- 
ture such machines. 





I: was the problem of complet- 
ing the 1880 U.S. census that 
saw a change in the growth of 
computers. The United States 
Census Bureau hired Herman 
Hollerith, to find a solution to 
the consus problem. In 1887, 
Hollerith developed his machine- 
readable card concept and de- 
signed a machine known as the 
Using this 
machine, he completed the cen- 
sus in three years, which was 
then a big achievement. After 
this, in 1896, he founded the 
Tabulating Machine Company 
to make and sell his invention. 
‘This firm merged with others to 
form International Business 
Machines, well-known as IBM 
today. 


census machine, 


vert 93. 














bout fifty years before | Augusta Ada Byron 
Hollerith’s efforts, Charles J was born In London on De- 
Babbage of Cambridge Univer- cember 10th 1815, to Lord 
sity proposed a machine named | George Gordan Byron, bet- 
Analytical Engine. Babbage 
was an eccentric, and a 
quick-tempered man who 
spent much ofhis life work- 
ing in vain to complete his 
ineredibly complex ma- 
chine. His work to many 
was'Babbage’s folly’ which 
was hundred years ahead 
ofitstime. Hewas assisted 
by Lady Augusta Ada 
Lovelace, daughter of Lord 
Byron. She corrected some er- 
rors in Babbage’s work and in- 
vented new approaches to PrO- as the Father of Modern Com- 
gram design, using punched Pyjore 
cards The first Electro Mechanical 
_, Digital Computer to go into op- 
Ce eae ne rainy eration was MARK-Tin 1944, It 
was developed by Howard A. 
Semmes nee: ADA aS Aiken, In 1946, the first fully 
een named in her honour. : 
Charles Babbage is referred to caccammeaaante eres 
called 
ENIAC 
Electronic 
Numerical 
Integrator 
and Com- 
puter) was 
& developed. 
This was 
also the 
first gen- 















THE FIRST COMPUTER PROGRAMMER 


ter known as Lord Byron, 
‘the poet, and Anne Isabella 
Milbanke Byron. Ada, as 
ie was known in the fam- 
rele, married William 
VII, Lord King, in 1835, 
and three years later, be- 
came known as Countess of 
Lovelace. 

Ada hungered for more 












eral purpose computer, ENIAC 
used around 18,000 vacuum 
tubes, and weighed thirty tons. 

After ENIAC, developments 
in the computer field have been 
extremely rapid, Significant im- 
provements in computer tech- 
nology were associated chiefly 
with improvements in the basic 
components used in building 
computers, As each type of com- 
puter gave way to better and 
faster components, new ‘genera 
tions’ of computers were made, 


i Br us now see how a) com- 
puter works, Anyjobvan be 
divided as input, process and 
output. 

Say, you are asked to multi- 















Babbage came to her house 
to demonstrate his calea- 
lating machine called Dif- 
ference Engine to her 
mother’s friends, Adi 
imagination was caught. 
Then and there, she re- 
solved to help him realize 
his grandest dream — the 
Jong plannedbutnevercon- 








ply2and4, Yougetthe question 
first, then calculate the answer 
and give the result. Computers 
also work on the same lines, i.e., 
computers are made of three 


main units, The Input Unit, 
Central Processing Unit and the 
Output Unit. The input unit 
accepts the input from the user 
and gives it to the processin 
unit, The input is then pro- 
ceased by the processing unit 
and the output is sent to the 
output unit which gives it to the 
user. The keyboard and the 
monitor are the commonly used 
input and output units respee- 
tively. Printers are another out 
put unit too 
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READ HOW RAJU GOT THE POWER TO BECOME A 
i. 
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SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 





